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TO ENGLAND'S QUEEN 


I. 
WE hardly thought our turn would come so soon, 
Good Mother (Jueen, 
Or that we e’er should start to think upon 
What might have been; 
You sympathized, but we congratulate 
That you escaped our noble Garfield’s fate, 
And that within your loyal Briton ranks 
You have such poor marksmen among your cranks, 
Good Mother Queen! 
II. 
Long may you live what seems a charmed life, 
Good Mother Queen, 
From regicidal pistol or the knife 
That lurks unseen. 
We can’t forget the royal mourners’ wreath 
That thou didst lay where Freedom wept a death; 
And now we send congratulations frank, 
That you escaped the onslaught of a crank, 
Good Mother Queen. 


The Coming Curse. 


WHILE the question of Chinese immigration 
to this country may have a humorous side here 
in New York where there are so few of this 
nationality, there is certainly nothing amus- 
ing or hilarious about it on the Pacific coast 
where there are so many thousands of them. 
The spectacle of a Chinaman doing the work 
allotted to women may strike the people of the 


‘Eastern States as exceedingly comical, and 


many may even look upon the vice of opium- 
smoking which the Chinese have imported to 
this city as a matter which concerns the pig- 
tail community alone. Those who oppose the 
landing of the Chinese in America are re- 
minded by solemn-visaged statesmen that this 
is a land of freedom, and that no one has the 
right to say that a Chinaman shall be debar 
red from the privilege of enjoying the un- 
shackled atmosphere of this glorious country. 
It is argued by men who have no personal 
knowledge of the Chinese race that they are 
more cleanly, more tractable, and have fewer 
vices than the peoples of other lands. It is 
said for the Chinaman that he is prompt in at- 
tendance at Sunday-schools and churches, and 
that many are made to see the word of God 
through Christian spectacles. All this and 
much more has been drumined into our ears 
by kind-hearted, well-meaning and apparently 
wide-awake citizens, who were, no doubt, sin- 
cere in their belief that they understood the 


Chinese character, and that they were familiar 





with all the conditions under which the sons 
of the Flowery Kingdom reach these shores. 

It distresses THE JUDGE to listen to these 
arguments, but his invariable reply is, ‘‘Go 
to San Francisco and live for three months, 
and then let me hear your views upon the 
And THE JUDGE always 
ventures to predict that any one who will re- 
main that length of time in California will 


Chinese question.” 


| agree with him that Chinese immigration 


| 


nature. 


is a curse to the land, a curse that will 
spread so quietly and so rapidly that the time 
will come when something stronger than 


arguments will be required to remove it. The | 


Chinaman is a plotter and intriguer by 
He is at all times cunning, hypo- 
critical, and devilish. But no matter how 
bad he may be, we will still be met with the 
argument that this is ‘‘a free country,” and 
that it is a home and refuge for all who would 
be free. Will any one who is cognizant of 
the facts pretend to say that the great ma- 
jority of the Chinese who arrive at San Fran- 
cisco come as free men? The Six Companies 
of that city own these men as much as the 


| the slave-holders of the South owned their 
| slaves. Everybody in the far West knows 


this to be so, and yet it is necessary to con- 


| stantly remind the people of the East that it 
| isso. The question then is, Has anybody the 


right to import slaves into this “free 
country?” Ifthe bringing of these people in 
a state of servitude to the United States is 


| called ‘‘Chinese immigration,” then let us 
| have no more of it. 


THE JUDGE takes issue with every one who 
declares that the Chinese are more cleanly, 





saved from it. And what do they find? <A 
well-fed, child-like and bland gentleman 
séated in a vessel that has for ballast the 
money-bags of the sunken company! This 
smooth and oily individual is the Receiver 
appointed by a friendly Judge, presumably 
for the purpose of returning to the policy- 
holders a small portion of the money of which 
they were robbed by the company. The Re- 
ceiver does what all others of his class do, and 
will continue to do until the prosecuting of- 
ficers of the State discover that the Receiver 
of an insurance company is as bad as 
the receiver of stolen goods, and is amen- 
able to the same laws. The Receiver 
gathers around him a gang of legal 
vultures, commonly known as lawyers, and 
together they hold high carnival with the 
money-bags. At length the Receiver makes 
his report, and it is duly shown {that he has 
given unto each lawyer a liberal share of the 
funds of the wrecked company; and has taken 
unto himself sufficient to meet the inconveni- 
The holders of 


policies, of course, receive nothing. 


ences of many rainy days. 
AS pros- 
ecuting officers at present look at this style 


of receivership no law is violated. The Re- 


| ceiver acts by order of the Court, and is pro- 


| tected from punishment by a friendly Judge. 


Declined with Thanks. 





THE people weep! Again Roscoe Conkling 


| has been grievously offended, and this time 


by the august President of the United States, 


| Chester A. Arthur, his former boon com- 


| panion. 


| more tractable, and less addicted to vices than | 


peoples of other lands. Taken as a class 
their condition is, in fact, far more filthy than 
that of the most degraded wretches of Europe 
or of our own country. Their habitations are 
noisome, disease-breeding, and fit only for the 
abiding places of vermin. They are treacher- 
ous in disposition, and always prepared to 
plunge a knife into the back of an enemy. 
Their vices would sicken the most hardened 
and licentious villains of other countries. 
Their attendance at Sunday-schools and 
churches is but one of their many tricks to 
hoodwink kindly Christian men and women. 
They revel in their adroitness in all kinds of 
thievery, and murder with less strain upon 
their conscience than if they simply robbed a 
hen-roost. It is as natural for them to steal 


The majestic Conkling has been 
made to suffer many things since, in a fit of 
insanity, he gave up his position as a Senator, 
and plunged the country into a turmoil of ex- 
citement that ended in the death of Arthur's 
predecessor. But the unkindest cut of all was 
that given by his old partner in political 
trickery, when he nominated him to a posi- 
tion on the Supreme Court bench. That 
Roscoe saw in this move a job to get rid of him 


| as a political worker of the future there can 
be no doubt, and therefore when Roscoe is 
| offended it is but natural for the people to 


and lie as it is for them to eat. Their motto | 


seems to be to pillage this country. and then 
return to China. Unless the strong arm of 


the law is brought into play without delay the 


smooth-going, comfortable citizens of this | 


metropolis will soon find out whether the vice 
of opium-smoking concerns the pig-tailed com- 
munity alone. Upon the question, therefore, 


whether the Chinese must go THE JUDGE | 


votes *‘ aye.’ 


By Order of the Court. 


WHEN the fact becomes known that an in- 
surance company has struck a snag, and that 
it will float no longer, the holders of policies 
—many of whom have been kept poor through 
paying the premiums upon them—rush for 
the wreck hoping that something may be 





weep. 

EPITAPH for the honest bankrupt: ‘ Not 
lost, but gone behind.” 

Tyg 5 ITTLE men”: Well, Robeson is one, 
anyhow. 


Truip Lapy Customer (to smart clerk): 
Have you any female—hose? 

SMART CLERK: No, ma’am; but we have 
plenty of male rakes, 


**Wuat next?” freshly inquires an alleged 
religious contemporary. ‘Pon honor, we can't 


| say for certain, but shouldn’t much wonder if 


it turned out to be some new charity for Gen- 
eral Grant. 

THE most highly prized of all the English 
Bass-reliefs: XX Bitter. 

BOUND (over) to keep the piece: The party 
with the mutilated co.n. 
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Wuat do you think the world would say 

If some one should hit on a plan some day 

To make the political atmosphere pure? 

‘This fellow was born to die young, I'm sure,” 
That’s what the world would say. 


How do you fancy the world would view 

A statesman, honest, and good, and true, 

Who should advocate measures he thought were best? 
‘‘He’s striving to feather his own little nest,” 

Thus would the world construe. 





Imagine, I pray, what the world would think 

Should some kind millionaire just on the brink 
Of the grave, in supporting the poor spend his wealth? | 
‘* He'd never do that if he had good health,” 
That's what the world would think. | 


It’s awfully sad, but it’s awfully true, 
They'll jeer you, no matter how well you do; 
If a fellow, inspired, writes poems divine, 
Some editor’s certain his work to decline. 
This world should be made anew! 
—J. V. N. PECK. 


“ERRATICS.” 








THE members of the renowned ‘‘Swiss Fam- 
ily Robinson’ were not of the true breed. 
None of them ever ate schweitzer kase. 


Wuat was the use of the poet Thomson yell- | 
ing: ‘‘Come, balmy sleep, tired Nature’s sweet 


restorer,” when he knew well enough that 


Macbeth had murdered sleep, and that Sancho | _ 


’anza had embalmed and canonized its in- 
ventor. 

THE clock on the mantel is never regulated 
by the ‘‘ Watch on the Rhine.” 





Ir a workman asks for steady employment, 
is it what the auctioneer calls ‘‘a hire bid?” 

‘Tis quite impossible to be full of beer and 
energy at the same time. 





‘‘THE thyme is out of joint!” exclaimed 
Hamlet when he discovered that the head 
cook at Elsinore had forgotten to season his 
roast beef. 


Don’t be too ready tostep into a dead man’ 
The corpse may have neglected to re- 
move the pegs. 


shoes. 


‘*Ten dollars a quarter,” said Moneypinch, 
as he read the dancing master’s advertisement. 
‘‘Ten dollars a quarter!” herepeated. ‘‘ Why, 
any fool knows that it only requires twenty- 
five cents to make a quarter.” 





Tuey tell usthat hearty laughter is condu- 
cive to longevity. THE JUDGE is therefore an 
active coadjutor of the Life-Saving Service. 

THOSE who had acquaintance with the gal- 
lant Captain Jinks may remember how a horse- 
marine drinks a pony of brandy. 


A Sr. Lovis man, named Charles Jones, 
says he was kissed by General George Wash- 
ington. What is it in the atmosphere of St. 
Louis which makes men-dacious? Perhaps 
Jeorge kissed him for his Martha-r. 








THE JUDGE. 











| 
Two thousand years ago the Chinese could | 
‘‘see the elephant” without leaving their na- | 
tive shores. Zoological gardens were quite 
the rage in the Flowery Kingdom twenty cen- 
turies ago, and it is probable at that period 
even the wild boars had their “ pig-tails” 
plaited. 


ALL London epicures take ‘‘stock” in old 
ale. 

THE thought occurs to us that every ‘‘ Cobb” 
isn’t ‘‘corned.” There’s our old friend Syl- 
vanus Jr., for instance. 


THE iron collar of debt is usually so tight 
that it stops the free circulation of credit. 

ALFONSO is quite philosophic for a king. 
He takes his pleasure with his Spain. 


THE shrewd chap is one who can get mad 
and never let his fren’zy that he’s lost his 
temper. This pun was not found floating in 
the bilge water Of Noah’s ark, but it ought to 
have been there, all the same. 


I. 
** Wuo laid the cable?” 
**T, rag-man Cyrus; 
Now Europe is able 
To every day wire us— 
For I laid the cable.” 


Il, 
*¢ Who tuadied to Britons?” 
**T, flunky Field, 
I memorialized Andre, 
The spy, and I'll yield 
That I toadied to Britons.” 





ST. PATRICK’S DAY SUGGESTIONS. 


YOUNG actresses like to grow handsome. 
Antiquated circus clowns try very hard to gro- 
tesque. 


Nosopy disputes a distiller’s willing spirit. 
It’s rather too willing to tickle every con- 
vivial palate. 

Soon will be heard the ery of the seaside 
hotel keeper, a la Henry V.—‘‘Once more 
unto the beach, kind friends!” 


ANNA DICKINSON is ‘‘ drawing immensely ” 
in the West, says a provokingly laconic ex- 
But as to what Anna is ‘‘ drawing 
immensely "—whether checks, bills of ex- 
change, or a baby carriage—we are left to 
grope blindly in the dark. 


change. 





THE wife of a colored Methodist parson in 
Indiana, who found arsenic instead of sugar 
in her tea-cup, has confided her opinion to a 
grand jury that her reverend spouse is ‘‘a 
kind 0’ careless pusson.” 


OPERA houses are going up in most of the 
Colorado towns.—News item. The phraseol- 
ogy is somewhat ambiguous, but if it means 
‘* soing up” a la mode financiere, then we 
fail to see wherein ‘Colorado towns” differ 
from other towns as regards that by no means 
uncommon eventuality. 


THE Flower that all are not praising: Ros- 
well W., M. C. 


MAMIE HAYES, the precocious kleptomaniac 
of West Troy, is no relation whatever to, or 
possessed of any of the conscientious ‘ tak- 
ing” qualities of, Rutherford B. Hayes. 
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“BEAUTIFUL SPRING "—IN THE CITY. 


WHY ORANGE BLOSSOMS? 
‘*Wuy,” said the Professor, 

** Should orange blossoms always deck a bride? 
Were it to be the blossom of the pear 


with a thoughtful air, 


A lesson might beneath the symbol hice.” 
The bald-headed boarder said with sullen spite, 
‘* Perhaps its color won the flower its place, 
A sort of misty, haggard, deadly white, 
To match the trembling victim’s ghastly face.” 
Up spake the red-haired drummer with a smile 
Picking his teeth, his appetite appeased, 
‘Correct you are, this fruit of Hesperus Isle, 
A perfect symbol, it is best when squeezed.” 
‘For shame,” the old maid said, “if I were you 
I’d hang my head with shame, or leave the room; 
The orange blossom blooms the whole year through, 
Like woman’s virtue, a perennial bloom.” 
‘Or like her tongue,” said Jones, ‘‘it never rests; 
Or like spring strawberries, very scarce and high ;” 
‘‘Or like the groom, who his last cent invests,” 
Thus did the similes around us fly. 
‘Well, well,” said the Professor, ‘‘ none of these 
The seeming mystery doth yet unfold; 
‘Tis this, the sweetest blossoms on the trees 
Will soonest turn themselves to fruit of gold.” 
—A. T. WORDEN. 





Getting Hunk. 


WE have received the following thrilling 
Institution of 
and Pressure: 


communication from a leading 
Restraint upon. Inspiration 


‘¢ HOTEL DE CRANK, January —, 1882. 

‘Mr, Eprrorn—You are aware that it is not 
the practice of this Institution to allow letters 
which its inmates (fortunately for themselves 
and for society under restraint) deposit in its 
letter-box for transmission to the outside world 
to go forth. Yet, inthis instance, we make 
an exception, and for this reason. Behind 
the intense realisms of the erratic author fol- 
lows a deeply-powerful moral lesson to the 
youth of our country, a lesson, let us hope, 
that will not be wholly lost on Albany legis- 
lators and members of the N. Y. Press Club. 
Our faculty beg you will give this communica- 
tion the widest publicity. It will be a warn- 
ing. We want no more such patients here. 








| him sitting behind a full house. 





THE JUDGE. 








coat is a painted duster. 
that Aces up compelled him to hock his ulster. 
Will not this be a warning to our gilded 
youth, or even to our nickel-plated youth? Let 
us hope so. 
‘** Hopefully though dubiously yours, 
** DYALYSUS HYDRARGUM. 


‘*To all my Brothers in the Great American 
Game: I call you brothers, but stop! I may 


| conclude to raise you, if your hands are worth 


raising. Would you not raise them in behalf 


of asuffering friend, if you knew the heart- | 


rending story of his woes. 

‘* Listen. The doctors say I am laboring 
under sattening of the brain, the effect of late 
hours and too much draw-poker. But how 
can one keep late hours when he mostly keeps 
and uses the ear!y ones, and how can one have 
too much draw-poker when no man ever had 
enough? 

‘*Let me analyze the true causes of my tem- 


This patient says | 
nibal & St. Jo. Convertible, which on this 





porary oblivion of What time 1t was yesterday | 


| at this time, and my temporary repose on the 


sweet hypothesis that the three interior angles 
of a triangle are equal to four or perhaps five 
right angles. 

‘* During several years, since I graduated at 
a Newark Bank and entered upon a high 
financial position in the City of New York, I 


| joke. 


have been actively, laboriously employed in | 


the effort to get hunk at draw-poker. 
known men to fill their pockets with cue-bills 
at the Lotos Club at this business, but tell me, 
did any one ever get hunk? Really hunk? 
Absolutely, and not collaterally, hunk? Peo- 
ple say that ‘Mort B——’ did, and more too, 
until the boys stopped playing with him; but 
no such iuck ever happened to me. And yet 
I was at it pretty much every night, and al- 
ways from Saturday evening till 
morning. 

‘You see, no matter what crowd I was in, 
somebody was always sure to over-hold me on 
Generally it was the same party, 
a bald, fishy-eyed bank president, or some- 
ting of that sort, low down enough, you will 
say, and so he was, but he played a cash game, 
and of course I was forced to do the same. 
Whenever I had small triplets he had bigger 
ones, if I had two pair he always held aces-up, 
and with a flush or straight I invariably found 


big hands. 


Sometimes 
for a whole hour I would climb painfully and 
slowly up the steep and shaky ladder that 
leads to hunk, when, at one blow, this wretch 


| would pull away my underpinning and send 


| ternoon the 


me howling to the limbo of the lost. There, I 
want the whole 50,000,000 American people 
to hear that! 

‘‘The crisis came. One dark December af- 
head officer of our Institution 


said to me, ‘Mr. Tupare, the holidays are 


| upon us; fill up a check to your order for 
| $1,000 and I'll sign it, but I tell you, upon 
| honor, that I shall expect you to let up on us 


| money; ha-ha! 
The weather is cold, and we cannot keep a | 
man warm whose only approach to an over- | 


this trip with that, because we are going to 
make an assigment with preferences shortly 
after New Year’s, and our people must not 
waste the assets.’ I thanked the worthy man 
and filled out the check. 


my plans for getting hunk; and, besides, I 
knew where in a corner of a drawer our chief 





I have | 


had accidentally scattered some scrip of Han- 


identical night I intended to convert. 

‘*The hours spedon. We met at Delmonico’s, 
the bald banker with the fishy-eye, Royal 
Straight, a bon-vivant of the Arthusian type, 
Petroleum Proil, a vulgar Toledan with Ohio 
principles, Doctor Alicompayne and myself. 
Our dinner was choice; not toolavish. Mon 
trachet with the oysters, Chateau Latour with 
the salmon, a flash of Nuits with the canvas- 
backs; later, cool Pommery to give a fillip to 
digestion. When we went up in the elevator, 
the chips and table were ready in the east 
room you know so well. 

‘*T had nine thousand dollars in my clothes in 
sash and good checks. Besides, I had my 
watch, diamond studs, and a negotiable ulster. 
I considered myself loaded, and well on the 
road to hunk, with anything like respectable 
cards. 

‘* Till about ten o’clock the game progressed 
smoothiy. Petroleum Proil had lost one hun- 
dred dollars, and was heard to say that he 
was ruined, and although he expected to re- 
tire to rest alone, was sure he should wake up 
to-morrow with R. E. Morse. You all know 
Proil and his only joke; that is, his only vocal 
He sometimes writes a better one, 
when he is drunker than usual—a rare phe- 
nomenon; so difficult, you know. 

‘*PDuring a normal session at our national 


| game there are generally three epochs: the 


Monday | 
| raised me back the limit. 
raised him back the limit. 


first at about ten o’clock, the second at mid- 
night, and the third, what time the gray and 


| ghastly morning peeps in from the mystical 


East upon the revelers. Our 
epoch was marked by this event. I had pat 
flush ace at the head. I raised the pot, and 
the bald, fishy-eyed banker saw the raise and 
I saw his raise and 
He dittoed. 1 
then contented myself with seeing his raise. 
‘Then came the draw; I stood pat and (e- 
clined cards. He stood pat 


ten o'clock 


and declined 


cards. Ichipped. He chipped and bet the 
limit. I saw him and raised the limit. He 
| dittoed. My hair was now on end, and the 


faces of the whole party were kindled with 
excitement. I called him. He calmly showed 
ace full and drew the pot toward him. I 


| writhed in agony, but there was no appeal. 


I had use for the | 
it would enable me to follow up 


‘‘The game went on, and at midnight I was 
still far from hunk, when, to my paramount and 
perfect satisfaction, I filled a royal flush, ab- 
solutely straight flush, with ace at the head, 
then king, then queen, and so on through the 
lovely sequence; all diamonds. How beauti- 
ful they were. The baid, fishy-eyed banker 
drew one card, and I could surmise from the 
expression of his countenance that he had filled 
something good, but what was there in the 
whole range of possibilities to compare with a 
royal diamond flush ? 

‘“‘ The b. and f.-e. banker bet the limit. So 
did I, and raised, and so did he, and raised, and 
thus we alternated till my chips and money 
were exhausted. I then placed my watch on 
the table; my diamond studs a moment later, 
and still later the negotiable check for my ul- 
ster. The b. and f.-e. banker still continued to 
deposit funds upon the table. I then availed 
myself of one of the privileges of the game. I 
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took a sheet of white paper, sealed up my five 
sards in the presence of witnesses, obtained 
from a reliable gentleman present, Mr. John 
Blackbridge, an attestation of the facts of my 
holdings, and went forth to exploit the money 
market. 

*‘Mr. Vandergilt was about retiring when I 
rang the bell of his palatial mansion. He 
read the statement, heard my recital of the 
affair, and said: ‘ At the worst, you can but 
divide. Here is a million in Governments; | 
am short of cash owing to a heavy week’s 
wash, my laundress being opposed to the 
credit system. If you want more to-morrow, 
on the same racket, telegraph me, and I will 
look in on you. Don’t give your opponent 
credit, and be sure and put in the Govern- 
ments at 117 3-4, to-day’s best figures.’ So 


saying, the millionaire yawned and went off 


to bed, and I returned to Delmonico’s. 


‘¢ At about daybreak I said to the bald and | 


fishy-eyed banker: ‘I don’t want to ruin you. 
We each have a million and a quarter up. 
Not to plunge your family into beggary, I will 
call you, although I am invincible; thrice- 
armed, as it were, in the words of the immor- 
tal bard. I show Royal Straight Flush.’ 

‘«*T take the pot,’ said the b. and f.-e. bank- 
er, as he calmly laid down upon the table, face 
up, FIve Acgs! 

‘*Great Heavens! It was too true! We had 
been using a pack of cards with the Joker 
left in! 


‘* Horror-stricken, I fled from the place. 


than a Bleecker street bob-tail car when it 
goes the wrong way on the Elm street grade, 
pulling the solitary mule with it. Away, 


across the wide ocean, over the vast Siberian 
plains toward Irkutsk, Kamschatka, and the 
Okhotsk frozen sea of desolation, where I am 





| tale, ungentle reader. 
Away, away, on the wings of the wind, faster 





THE JUDGE. 


VERY 
Butcuer.-—Just you's skip out of here, now. We've 
} 


vou sas is 


GHOST !!! 
(THIs is a ghostly, ghastly, goose-fleshy 
Its perusal will make 
your celluloid teeth curl up, and cause your 
false hair to stand on end. If you value your 
nerves, pass it by and read the quieter prose 


| of some other writer in this paper. 
away, beyond Spuyten Duyvil, Glens Falls; | 


now wandering in the vain hope of cornering | 


the Knickerbocker Ice Co., and getting pos- 
session of the New York market for the sum- 
mer of 1882. Am I mad? Do my senses 
reel? Will my intelligent countrymen sym- 
pathize with a long-lost martyr to the noble 
cause? Communications may be addressed, 
post-paid, to 
‘¢ SPERO TUPARE, 
‘‘ Room 10, upper corridor, 
‘* Hotel de Crank.” 


THINGS have come to a pretty pass, indeed, 
when even the monument of the great and 
good Cyrus W. Field, Esquire, is not safe from 
vandalic hands. The next time our own and 
only Cyrus is impelled to set up a monument 
in commemoration of his own glory, it might 
be well for him to take a hint from the more 





prudent example of the elder Vanderbilt, as 


exemplified by the mammoth bronze casting on 
the western wall of the H. R. R. freight de- 
pot in this city, and elevate his artistic work 
so far above the maddening crowd that only 
the tallest of fire ladders can possibly reach it. 
The dishonorable attentions of certain birds 
that have paid their compliments to the Com- 
modore’s exhibit are far preferable to the wick- 
edly wanton ravages of the defacing tramp. 


| 





A ghost story is bad enough in any form. 
But this one!—why, even the proof-reader’s 
hair will turn gray when correcting it.) 


CHAPTER I.—11.45 Pp. M. 


It is nearly midnight. 


LIKELY. 


J 


AT 
— 


missed ¢ ight or ten quarters of heef lately, and it must 


lugging ‘em off. 


he devotes his whole night to that individual 
—he ‘‘makes a night withhim.” Until early 
morning this ghost ‘‘sticketh closer than a 
brother ” to whatever poor devil he may find 
inside his late castle. 

What if this story is true ? What if Sir Guy 
does put insan appearance at 12 M., and stum- 
bles over—ME? Heavens! The cold sweat 


| starts and exudes from my forehead, like the 


Iam seated alone | 


inthe turret boudoir of Sir Guy de Funct’s cas- | 


tle—alone at this hour—alone in a castle 
which is popularly considered to be haunted. 

Am I afraid? 

Ungentle reader, how would you feel in such 
a situation? Eh? Exactly! Well, that’sthe 
way I feel—only a great deal more so. 

If a mouse coughs I shall have a stroke of 
paralysis. That’s the wayI feel, and as the 
mystic hour approaches, and the clock ticks 
more and more emphatically, I do not im- 
prove ; my pulse does not do less strokes to 
the minute ; my breathing does not slow down, 
and my eyes do not settle back into their 
sockets. 

I am scared—that’s what I am. 

On the table is a quarto which I have been 
reading. In a style a la Poe, it tells the 
legend—the ghastly legend—of this castle. 

Horror of horrors! why did I ever come 
here? Will morning ever arrive? Think of 
what may happen between this and 5. M.! 

This quarto states that at 12 M. the ghost 
of Sir Guy de Funct appears, and goes the 
round of the castle, in search of a chance in- 
mate. 

If he does find any one in the forsaken place. 





drippings of a half-turned-off Croton faucet. 


Then goes the clock—1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 
o, 10, 11, S, 
CHAPTER II.—12 m.* 
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CHAPTER III.—7 a.m. 


IT is morning ; yes, bright morning; and I 
am hurrying, rushing, galloping, cantering, 
trotting away from the ghastly horror so graph- 
ically described in the last chapter. 

Before leaving I fired the castle, for I decided 
that no one should duplicate my experience 
in that horrible place ; an experience terri- 


| ble, blood-curdling, ghastly, and graphically 


described in the last chapter. I hope I shall 


have a good breakfast to brace up on. 
— iW, Pe 

*On second thoughts, I deemed it Lest not to have Chapter 
II. printed ve~batim. It is too weird. I thought I would spare 
you, ungentle reader, in spite of yourself; so I simply had the 
punctuation printed. That will answer your love for the hor- 
rible without going too far. 

Not too horrible; but just horrible enough. 
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possess, or are supposed to possess, a side- 
walk? 

N. G. Skurber.—Of course. 

Inquisitive Citizen.—Now, what are side- 
walks for? 

N. G. Skurber.—To walk upon; although 
petty monopolists occupy them frequently 
with fruit and peanut stands, ash-barrels and 
hand-carts. 

Inquisitive Citizen.—True. But you, Mr. 
Skurber, never occupy those sidewalks your- 
self? To put it plainer, you do not monopo- 
lize them, do you? 

N. G. Skurber.—How? 

Inquisitive Citizen.—From the doors of 
your triangular structure do not extend wood- 
en platforms, occupying fully one-third of the 
sidewalk? 

















POLICEMAN CLUBBER THINKS NOW THAT IT WAS A PUT-UP JOB. 





The terrible discovery. The rescue. N. G. Skurber.—No, not a third. They 
: le : oo sii cpecarnaaia > | hardly extend a fourth. 
OUR POPULAR FARCES. every occasion I act against them. A fair Inquisitive Citizen.—That is all right. 
— start and equal rights to all is my motto. I | Still you acknowledge that to a certain ex- 
Our Anti-Monopolists. want the public to get what belongs to it. tent you are actually monopolizing public 
—- Inquisitive Citizen.—The idea, Mr. Skur- | property; and who gave you permission to put 
| REPORTED BY “ED.” ber, is good, but do you carry it out? up that that roof? 

Spike N. G@. Skurber.—How do I not? N. G. Skurber.—What roof ? 
CHARACTERS: Inquisitive Citizen.—You, I believe, have Inquisitive Citizen. — The roof which 
Mr. N. G. SkurBer, Anti-Monopolist. IN- | heen very successful in your business career— | reaches over the sidewalk surrounding your 
QUISITIVE CITIZEN. | the grocery business, let. us say. store. Do you imagine that I could roof over 


Scene:--Ofice of N. G. SKURBER. INQUISI- | N. G. Skurber.—Yes. the sidewalk in front of my house? Decided 

SITIVE CITIZEN, after many attempts, finally | ly not. 

succeeds in reaching N. G. SKURBER’S 

office. 

Inquisitive Citizen.—This, I believe, is Mr. 
N. G. Skurber’s office. 

N. G. Skurber.—Yes, sir. 

Inquisitive Citizen.—And you are N. G. 
Skurber ? 

N. G. Skurber.—Correci. 

Inquisitive Citizen.—Head of the Anti- 
Monopolist League? 


Inquisitive Citizen.—You occupy a large 
building? N. G. Skurber.—Sir, you know not of what 

N. G. Skurber.—Finest in the world, sir. | 7°" speak. You sre—— 
Clock on the front to tell citizens who don’t Inquisitive Citten.—A free man, and s 
own watches the time of day. That clock is hater of sham reformers, men who appear be- 
simply part of my policy as an anti-monopolist. fore the public gaze as preachers dae they 
Jay Gould, if he owned that clock, would walla sete. 5 eee oe oe 
probably seclude it; hide it away in a subter- = Gemetrnany opposed oe ew words. 
ranean cavern, and charge a dollar to every Mr. Skurber, allow me to ask you a question. 
person who wanted to know what time of day N. G. Skurber (stifty).—Certainly. ; 
itwas. I do not. I place it where every- Inquisitive Citizen.—Is not it a fact that 
body, from the barefooted scion of Hibernia yon oe I said before, monepelias those side- 
who blacks boots to the millionaire merchant, walks? ; That at all times they are occu- 
pied with trucks delivering and receiving 
your merchandise? that pedestrians, rightful 
occupants of said sidewalks, are obliged to 
turn out of their rightful path and plunge 
through the slush and mud of the street, ex- 
posed, frequently, to the jeers and sneers of 
your poorly-paid employees, employees as 


N. G. Skurber.—Correct. Monopolies, sir, 
are the curse of New York City. It is mo- 
nopolies which crush the poor man, which pre- : eagle : 

ca as can see it. No, sir, I would not monopolize 
vent him from attaining fame and fortune. lock f L Tot +] 
Monopolies, sir, grind the poor man to the that clock for a gun deal. To be UES, it has 
dust from which he came. For example, take never been known to tell the correct time for 

5 We . AC ; « ? <i : “e ve 
lager beer. Suppose every poor man made several years, but still that is not eo nam. 5 
his own lager beer, what would be the result ? cannot be blamed for the errors of its maker. 

as ’ . . - ‘2 7 . _: 
A schooner would sell for three cents. But - - way, if I had inves — th 
aia 4 ‘ads avery glace | clock company, an organized monopoly who igs . ‘ 
the beer trade is monopolized; every glass ; oP ee “1 poorly civil as poorly paid? Mr. Skurber, is 
.osts half a dime. Therefore, if the poor man | employ skilled workmen, and turn out ten . a 
costs half a « ; . | i a rnGo sy ew ts | not this so? And do not your trucks, waiting 
irinks five glasses he is out ten cents: ten thousand clocks a year, having all facilities |... ; 2 Auge, 
drinks glasses cents; | for the work, it would probably have kept in lines till they can monopolize the city’s side- 
cents would buy two papers of hair-pins for en ’ ae walks, block up public trafflc, stop the street- 
his wife, hair-pins, as I understand, being good time, but as I gave-the order to a poor , . tah 
iis wife, hair-pins, as stand, 1g ; Z ie A cars, and otherwise monopolize the city’s 
oted at 41-2 a5. Understand. I only | ™@2, who had formerly been book-keeper in a The . . ’ 
} quoted ab & l-s o. stand, Al) : ; ; ate Tad acacia thoroughfares? Yet, Mr. Skurber, you and 
ntion the lager beer as an illustration. | Shooting-gallery, you can very well forgive the : : : ’ 
| mention the 1ag ber as é errr iadiali amass aaa aad others of your ilk have the effrontery to ap- 
| Personally, I am opposed to lager beer; in | ©TT@¥lC Course OF thal Clock. 
| 








pear at public meetings as prime advocates 


fac ‘ istic to all sorts of ale ic Inquisitive Citizen.—Be ardon, Mr. . . : 

fact, I am antagonistic to all sorts of alcoholi ; = but really I did A P pe ;, | #8ainst your own practices. Mr. Skurber, | 
sti ants, for -<drinki j surse of | Skurber, but really I did not come to speak . 1: 

stimulants, for rum-drinking is the curse of K an sp hate hypocrisy. Give me an avowed, ac- 
America. about clocks. To get back to our original 


knowledged monopolist like Jay Gould, Cyrus 
W. Field or William H. Vanderbilt in prefer- 
ence to you. It is better to meet an undis- 


Inquisitive Citizen.—But haven't you, Mr. | topic of converse. You are the President of 
Skurber, a sort of private bar in your establish- | an Anti-Monopolist Association, a society for 
ment, especially for country customers, at crushing monopolies? 





. t 4 ‘ ; ii , guised lion than a wolf in sheep’s clothing. 
which drinks are given free as a bait to lure N. G. Skurber.—That 1s me. Mr Skurber good dav ‘ 
‘ | 248 124.2 , a “73: omse & 15 pM @ 

orders from country customers, and often city Inquisitive Citizen.—You own a building, (Exit INQUISITIVE CITIZEN. N.G. S 
| : p . . | U2 } 8 5 LEN. NN. G. cU Y 
ones ? the building in which you transact your busi- | + iat ck ina ft of righteous : ce 
9 8 OACK A ) weous indigna- 

, 2 Giessen We ate " ness ? e" - . y ‘ 
N. G. Skurbe r My dear sir, we are not tion, and is only resuscitated n tyme to 
discussing my private business. We are dis- N. G. Skurber.—I do. appear as CHAIRMAN of an ANTI-MoNnop. 
cussing a public issue. Weare talking about | Inquisitive Citizen.—That building fronts OLY meeting the same night at Coop: . 
| “~~ « 4 , y J 7 
monopolies. A man’s personal record has | upon three different streets? 


; > ; ; : : Institute. | 
nothing to do with his public career. As N. G. Skurber.—It does. 





I said before, I hate monopolies, and upon | Inquisitive Citizen.—Each of those streets [CURTAIN. ] 
i 
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MOTHER SHIPTON. 


Revised Oxford Edition, 





WueEn bank cashiers no longer steal, 

But conduct affairs for the people’s weal; 
When New York’s streets are kept half-clean, 
And death-trap buildings no longer seen; 
When U. S. Grant will a present refuse, 


And the Tribune and Wor/d give straight ‘‘stock ” news; 


When the ‘ 
We can all conclude that the end is near. 


Star Route” swindlers have cause to fear, 


When the ‘“‘ Bee leaves the bonnet ” of James G. Blaine, 
And Conkling’s quieted down again; 

When preachers no longer sensation spout, 

And Ingersoll by Talmage quite crushed out; 

When charity to those who need it most 
Finds its way without being gobbled or lost; 
When a railroad to the North Pole is run 
You can ‘bet your life” the end has come. 


When Spuyten Duyvil smash-ups become more rare, 
The elevated railroads charge five-cent fare; 

When the “cops” let up on ‘‘ mashing” the cooks, 
Perform their duty, keep out of nooks; 

When for virtue there is not so much temptation, 
And prize-fights cease to disgrace the nation; 

When R. B. Hayes gives a generous sum, 

*Tis time to think the end has come. 


When politicians cease to lie and plunder, 

And the obelisk ceases to be a wonder; 

When the Brooklyn Bridge is all complete, 

And monopoly-grabbing meets with defeat ; 

When the police-captains use their “list,” 

and ‘‘ McGlory’s” not exist; 
When there are no Mormons around Salt Lake, 


And “ Geoghegan’s ” 


That the end is near there is no mistake. 


When Vennor's predictions all come true, 
And “six-day ” matches all fall through; 
When Beecher his charges can all uphold, 
And our legislators not bought and sold; 
When eiress and groom no more elope, 

** Jack Ketch’s ” rope; 
When Garfield is mentioned without regret 
The end will come—and on it bet. 


And Guiteau escapes 


—** Max.” 


Anthony Comstock’s Lecture. 


ANTHONY Comstock, who claims to be en- 
gaged in the laudable work of suppressing 
vice, rolled his eyes ina saintly way, and gave 
vent to his pent-up feelings the other evening 
in the lecture hall of the Young Men’s Chris- 
tian Association building in this city. Com- 
stock is pretty well known throughout the 
country by this time. He has established 
himself as the censor of the press, and while 
pretending to destroy obscene prints and 
“pictures, has been responsible for the dissem- 
ination of more of this objectionable matter 
than any man in the country. As a hypo- 
crite, he stands without a rival in publie life. 
In the course of his lecture, he denounced the 


° . e Ss | 
stories that he had ever inveigled any one into 


the commission of a crime as unqualifiedly 
false. He denied that he had the right, or 
that he ever did tamper withthe mails. And 
he painted himself as an angel without wings. 
He said that the officers of the society—mean- 
ing presumably those who do its dirty work— 
could neither be ‘‘ bought off nor fought off” 


by the criminal classes. He had more faith 


in prayer than in men, and assured those who | 


contemplated taking his life that the good 
work of the society would go on when the 
pansies bloom above his grave. He was vig- 
orously applauded when he described those 


who object to his methods as long-haired men 


and short-haired women, and when he read a | for the Suppression of Vice, was soon thereaf- | 


sition had never been made to him before. 


| 


exhibited his pictures, none of which were in 








A PAINFUL SITUATION, 


Yur comic artist, while riding home in the elerated, gets among a party who are perusing his new book, 
out. No wonder he feels sick. 


gust 


He vows hell give up his funny business and pass it for serious work. 


ter in the garb of a convict on Blackwell's 
Island. 
story? 


most ridiculous string of incidents purporting 
| to show that boys and girls were transformed 


Will Comstock deny the truth of this 
Of course he will, but it is true, never- 
theless, and it shows that Comstock made at 
least one criminal. But this is not the only 
case in which Comstock transformed a would- 
be honest man into a law-breaker, and th 


into bank-robbers and gipsies by reading 
story papers. 


As a Sunday-school oration, it was no doubt 
| considered a brilliant effort by the long-faced 
men and women who listened te it. He spoke | 
for two hours, and probably would yet be on 
the platform, rattling off disconnected sen- 
tences, had he not in an unguarded moment, 
perhaps, called upon each person in the audi- 
ence to contribute something towards paying 
the expenses of his society. 


Recording Angel will have many pages cov- 


ered with like misdeeds perpetrated by him, 
If the seizure of newspapers and letters which 
Comstock decides are not fit to be sent 
through the post-offices is not tampering with 
the mails, then Comstock is not guilty of that 


eae : 
his appeal for 
PI charge, 


shekels brought his hearers to their feet, and 
they marched quickly out into the rain storm. 
When Comstock says that he never inveigled 
any one into the commission of a crime he 
goes behind the returns. 


Whether the criminal classes can 
fight off or buy off the officers of his society, 
is a question that can be better answered by 
such criminals than by Comstock. Did the 
lottery and policy dealers of New York dare 
open their mouths and tell what they know 
concerning Comstock’s officers, the probabili- 


The writer of this 
remembers one case in point. A vender of 
photographs of celebrities, who was endeay- ty is that everybody would know more than 
they now do about the 


questi@#—whether officers 


be ‘‘ bought off.” 


oriug to earn an honest living, one fine sum- , 
. 2 ey a ‘ latter part of the 
mer’s day strayed into Comstock’s office, and > Ke . 

: : f his society can 
the slightest degree obscene. Comstock roll- 
ed his eyes in heavenly delight. Business in 
his office had been dull for some time, and the 
society’s members were complaining. Here 

. | 
was a chance to entrap a man into the com- | 
mission of a crime. 


SEA of political trouble: Roscoe C,—See? 
THE modern Diogenes sans tub: George 
He asked the vender | Francis Train, 
whether he had any objectionable pictures. 
The vender replied that he did not deal in 
them, and turned to go. ‘‘ But stay,” said 
the wily Comstock, ‘‘can’t you get some for 


me?” The vender hesitated. 


A WRITER of wrongs: The 
porter. 


police court re- 


GETTING a man ‘‘ where the hair is short ”’ 
Getting him into the penitentiary. 


Such a propo- 
He was poor, and in need of money to support es 
himself and family. Comstock offered him a 
good price for such pictures, and succeeded 
in persuading the vender to procure some for 
him. 


A PEN that is mightier than any New Jer- 
sey sword: The Penn. R. R. C. 


‘¢ A PLAGUE on @// your houses”: The ery of 
When next the vender appeared in Com- | city inspector, 
stock’s office with the objectionable pictures, 
the man who declares that he does not in- 
veigle persons into the commission of crimes 
seized the vender as his prisoner, and this | 
poor wretch, who had, perhaps, never dream- | 
ed of wrong-doing until he had listened to the | 
persuasive voice of the secretary of the Society 


A Wisk joker, truly, who knows his own 
joke after it has gone the rounds of the press. 





For the special benefit and relish ofsthetic 
gourmands, considerate heas are now contem- 
plating the 


laying of lily, sunflowr r, and 
placque-shaped Easter eggs. 
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A new comer. 
































Turning the tables, 
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ED ARISTOCRAT. 
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ING CURSE. 


‘ The coming nurse. 






















































































THE JUDGE. 

















IN HOT 


He resolres to soak his | 
feet in hot water. He has noble feet. 


This poor man is very sick. 





PENNYSONG’S NEWEST POEM. 


The Splurge of the Hefty Brigade—Chi- 
cago, June, 1880. 
By Clothesline Cable to THE JUDGE. | 
-_ | 
Tue splurge of the Stalwart Three Hundred’—the 
Hefty Brigade! 
Up the hall, up the hall, hundreds of Blaine men, 
Hundreds of Blaine men drew to the Maine man—and 
stayed. 
For Conkling and Conkling’s Three Hundred were 
fighting shy, 
Pledged to the ‘‘ Unit Rule ” solid, united for aye. 
And he called ‘‘ Appomattox” our sign! and they heard 
and obeyed. 
Then he looked at the host that applauded, they 
knew not why; 
And he turned half around and he bade his fuglemen 
sound 
‘‘To the splurge!” And he strode up ahead as the 
path he made 
For the Stalwart Three Hundred, with watchword, 
‘*root hog or die!” 
‘*Follow, and up the hall!” 


Up the hall, up the hall followed the Hefty Brigade. 


The spouting, the gammon, the gush, and the flight of 
the kite! 
Down the hall, shady, hundreds of Blaine men 
Drew into cireles and waited below for the fight, 
With a string hung out to the left anda string to the 
right! 
But Conkling was way on ahead with steam up, full 
blown, 
Through the bristling ranks of men; 
And he twirled his mou hoir, he held his own 
Like a true Stalwart there and then. 
And the chaps that were nearest him shouted of course, 
Shouted and shouted till they were hoarse 
Cheered for Ulysess 8. Grant, the great, undismayed 
Chief among millions! and up the hall, up the hall, 
Pressed on the Stalwart Three Hundred, the Hefty 


Fell like a rocket stick! 
Burst like a bank—that's quick! 
Smashed like a too-too egg, 

Flung by a rioter low! 

Drove through the thick of woe, 

sobb'd up and down, to and fro, 

Howled, gasping, ‘‘ I told you so.” 
Hundreds of Third Termers brave, 

Whirling their silk hats ir circles ot light, 
And some of us all in a maze 

Who were watching quite out of the fight, 
And were only standing at gaze! 

When the coarse anti-Third Term crowd 
Opened its flings from the left to the right, 

And rolled them around somewhat loud. 


WATER. 
One of his nobil. feet gets wedged in the 


water is boiling. Poor man! 


Oh! mad, you may bet, at the voting was C., 
When his own brave Stalwarts sunk from sight 
Like drops of rain in the heavenly sea! 
And he turned to his comrades, muttering, all undis- 
mayed, 
‘Lost are the Stalwart Three Hundred, the Hefty Bri- 


gade!” 


And they swore like pirates—Great Scott! 
‘* By dash, and dash by dash ”"—God wot! 
Oaths by the yard! oaths by the lot! 

They swore, and they had their say: 
Struck at the ballot quite blue; 
Down with their plans all askew; 
Tossed like a football and threw 

Uncer heel there in the fray! 

Raged like a wild-cat, perched on a rock 


In the chill of a winter day; 


Till somebody, thinking to mock 

At fate, made a break and out, 

Suggesting a bolt for the nearest homeward route: 
And the Stalwarts surged and tumbled and reeled 
Down the hall, down the hall, out of the field, 

Out of Chicago, away! 
| 


Medals for each and for all, and the splurge that they 








made! 
Medals for all the Three Hundred, the Hefty Brigade! 
—F. W. P. 
| *The original quota was composed of Three Hundred and 
Six; but inasmuch as one of the Immortals has decamped for 
parts unknown, another becomes an inmate of the Peniter 


tiary, and four others gone over to the Half Breeds, the sum 
tal is thereby reduced to round numbers, 
| 


| WovLpn’t it be a good idea to have a so- 
ciety incorporated whose sole business it should 
be to make other pretended charitable or re- 
|form societies mind their own business? or 
| would such a society soon catch the itch for 
notoriety and become useless like the others, 
and spend their own time and other people’s 
money in biowing their own personal trumpets? 


THE Herald shows still another glaring in- 
stance wherein The Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Children has neglected its duties, 
but the glory of the society has been sounded 
loudly meantime all the same. 





THE Sun says that Mr. Astor was robbed of 
| seventy-five thousand dollars during his cam- 
paign in his endeavors to get to Congress, and 
this occasions much comment among the un- 
initiated. But we don’t see why it should. 
Politicians are always looking out for suckers. 


| of whisky on a wager. 


A FOOL in Utica, N. Y., drank two quarts 
He won the wager, 
but he soon afterwards swore off forever. It 
killed him, and the undertaker scooped in the 
wager. 

KATE FIELD advocates knee-breeches for 
men’s wear. The idea will never become pop- 
ular, Kate, for our sex are not all well calved 
any more than your own. How would you 
like to wear ’em, Kate, without pads? 


McG1Lorn, the murderer, has been promptly 
found guilty of murder in the first degree. 
And they didn't try to work the insanity dodge 
into the defense, either. So far so good. 

THE poor shop girls—we mean those who 
are compelled to stand all day and wait upon 
customers—refuse to be rescued by the female 
suffragists. They say they love to stand; it 
does ’em good, and they wish those meddling 
old women would just mind their own busi- 
ness, there now! An exchange says that noth- 
ing pleases a woman so much as to have 4 ty- 
rant man over them, and we guess it is about 
right, for they still continue to get married, we 


notice. 


THEY are after John Chinaman again in 
San Francisco, and this time they say he 
‘‘must go” anyway. Poor John is unfortu- 
nate in not being so numerous, and not so much 
inclined towards the ballot-box as other for- 
eigners are. What is he good for, any way, 
if he cannot be worked into votes? Oh, he'll 
have to go. 

Cyrus W. FIELD is making an exceedingly 
long-eared animal of himself in regard to the 
defacement of the Andre monument. It was 
thought at the time he erected it that he had 
made himself about as contemptible as an 
American could, but now that he claims it as 
a piece of his own real estate, and has sued 
the alleged defacer for civil damages, after 
failing to hold him criminally, it would seem 
that he is determined to show the world that, 
beyond a doubt, ‘‘there is no fool like an old 
fool.” 

THE next matter to be hauled over the coals 
is Life Insurance. Money has for a long time 
kept their peculiar methods from the public 
eye, but if these companies ever come before 
THE JUDGE there will be no blinders per- 
mitted, 


JoHN H. GLEASON, of Troy, recently ap- 
pointed postmaster at the Capitol, in Albany, 
does not intend to dramatize ‘‘Speaker Pat- 
terson’s Whims” for early production by 
Harrigan & Hart. 

SHACKLE-SHAPED bracelets being all the 
rage now, we do not doubt but that Prison 
Superintendent Pilsbury would be pleased to 
make for and adjust on the Belden-Keliy com- 
bination a countless number of the same for 
permanent usage. 


SPRING bonnets are to be worn on the head 
and not the ear. 
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THE JUDGE. 



































THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 


May it Please Your Honor: 

On receipt of your order of reference in re Dion 
Boucicault, alleged to threaten an early return to New 
York, I proceeded to take testimony. 

In pps. 181-374, Small’s Dramatic Reports, I find 
the record, as follows, of a trial which took place in 
New York, at the bar of Public Opinion, in March, 
1878. 

Dion Boucicault, aged 54, French-Irish-American- 
Englishman; by profession a playwright or dramatist; 
indicted for literary grand larceny in the first degree; 
pleads ‘ Not guilty,” after opening by Abraham Kum- 
mell, Esq. 

John Brougham, sworn for the People.—I know the 
prisoner at the bar; have known him several years; am 
a professional playwright and actor myself; know the 
prisoner's capabilities; decline to tell who wrote London 
Assurance; decline to give the particulars of the con- 
tract entered into by myself and the prisoner; am will- 
ing to swear that the prisoner claims the work of other 
writers. 

Cross-examined.—Have heard that the prisoner's de- 
votion to his family is beautiful; also, that prisoner 
would rather suffer anything than expose his wife and 
children to publicity or scandal; prisoner’s conduct to 
his first wife was even more exemplary than his beha- 
vior to his second consort; understood that he did beg 
her not to fall down a precipice for fear the accident 
should get into the newspapers and cause him annoy- 
ance. 

Octave Feuillet, sworn for the People.—Am a French- 
man and a literary man; have written plays; am a 
member of the French Dramatic Authors’ Society; do 
not know the prisoner personally; do not want to; 
once wrote prisoner a letter cautioning him not to 
couple his name with my own (shown a number of 
plays, ete., claimed by prisoner as his own manufacture 
and property); recognize all these plays; ‘Led 
Astray ” is “La Teutalion; ‘‘ Kerry” is ‘‘La Foie Fait 
Peur;” ‘ Louis the Eleventh ” is ‘‘Louls XI.;” ‘ For- 
bidden Fruit” is ‘‘ Un Coup de Caini;” every play pre- 
sented to me here is deliberately and willfully appro- 
priated from the French. 

Cross-examined.—In France the prisoner passes for 
an Irishman; in London for an Englishman; I did once 
translate the Colleen Bawn into French and produce it 
—but I put the name of the prisoner and not my own 
to the play-bill as the author. 

MM. Hennequin, Najac, Belot, Augier, Nus, Sardou, 
and Dumas, sworn for the People, give the same testi- 
mony. 

Case closed for the People. 

Case opened for the prisoner by Richard O’Gorman, 
Esq. 

The prisoner, sworn in his own behalf.—Am a dra- 
matic anthor; wrote all the plays claimed by M. Feuil- 





let and the rest; am the greatest living playwright in 
the world; am, in some respects, superior to Shakes- 
peare; I am a man of wonderful wit and the most 
sparkling originality; I am the terror of the British 
Government; Queen Victoria has repeatedly said that 
I am the only living man who ever caused her a mo- 
ment’s annoyance; I am the greatest actor of modern 
times; I have the most artistic qualities ever possessed 
by a dramatist; French dramatic authors—the dra- 
matic authors of every nation on the surface of the 
steal my ideas, not I theirs. 
Cross-examined.—Will not swear that I ever wrote 
anything; have had too much experience of law courts to 


globe 





| swear much about anything; have no recollection of 
| ever having written a play in my life; I never recollect 





anything that it is convenient for me to forget. 

Case closed for prisoner. 

Verdict—guilty. 

Sentenced to undergo a reading once a week of all 
his letters to the press about himself and Ireland for 
the period of five years. 

Note.—The prisoner swooned on hearing his sen- 
tence. 

From the above it will be seen that the said Dion, 
or Dionysius Boucicault, is a professional plot-stealer, 
scene-grabber, and incident-snatcher, and that his re- 
turn to New York with his alleged new play, Suil-a- 
Mor, will be a serious breach of the public peace, on 
which account I would most respectfully suggest that 
the said Dion, or Dionysius Boucicault, have the riot 
act read to him, with a caution to disperse, and, in the 
event of his refusal to then disperse, the militia be 
called out and ordered to fire upon him. 

In re ‘‘ Odette,” I have to report that A. Augustin 
Daly still persists in continuing his weekly production 
of an offensive and disagreeable French play, and that 
Miss Ada Rehan still continues to excite the wonder of 
the general public as to how she ever came to be cast 
for such a part. 

In respect to ‘Lights o’ London,” which, so far as 
prefigured in the play, are dark and dismal; and in re- 
spect to *‘ Youth,” which is old and dull and stupid, I 
have the honor to report that they are netting vast 
amounts of cash for their proprietors. 

All of which is respectfully submitted. 

THE REFEREE. 


” 


Frightened Birds. 

You have seenc rows fly from a corn-field at 
your approach—you have seen carrion birds 
flap their reluctant wings in flight as one ap- 
proached their savory neighborhood; doesn’t 
it remind you forcibly of the commotion at 
present existing among the types of these birds 
—the receivers? 

Why they have been allowed to fatten so 
long upon the carcasses of defunct corpora- 
tions and the shattered fortunes of individuals 
is one of those things that is past all finding 
out. But when the time was ripe, aye, over- 
ripe, the New York Herald threw a firebrand 
into their midst that has created consterna- 
tion in the ranks of these vampires, and THE 
JUDGE heartily approves, and shouts ‘sty- 
boy !” 

Until this vile crew was stirred up by the 
Thunderer of Gotham, only their victims knew 
what unconscionable blood-suckers they were; 
the easy-going public who fell not into their 
clutches regarded them as simply auxiliaries of 
the courts; men who, for a trifling remunera- 
tion, relieved the judges of some of their bur- 
dens. But now they know that to be the re- 
ceiver of some defunct corporation, like a life 
or fire insurance company, is to be in posses- 
sion of a better income, with nearly the same 
power as the appointing judge has, and to be 
on friendly terms with a judge is to be on a 
sure road to fortune. 

THE JUDGE joins in the cry against these 





legal leeches, and will not give it up until the 
whole business is reformed, nor until stranded 
corporations and unfortunate individuals have 
a fair chance to save at least something from 
their wrecked fortunes, the whole of which 
now goes into the pocket of the receiver and 
his friends ‘‘ by order of the court.” 


A YORKVILLE goat refused to eat a theater 
poster that had a picture of Lester Wallack 
on it, because it did not like so much hair in 
the hash. 


WITHOUT a modest ‘* Thorn,” what would be the sweet- 
est rose? 

Without its present ‘‘ Mayor,” say, what would be 
Cchoes? 


Way are those two bachelors, Senator 
Grady, of New York, and Assemblyman Mce- 
Donough, of Albany County, the prime favor- 
ites among the lady visitors at the Capitol, in 
Albany? 


THIS is the season when the wily bonnet and 
dressmakers lay awaiting their prey, viz: 
foolish ladies, who are simple and credulous 
enough to be mentally and pecuniarily carried 
away by articles and fabrics fawningly de- 
scribed as ‘‘so becoming?’ ‘so Frenchy!” 
‘* just imported!” ‘‘ never worn before!” ‘just 
from Paris!” ete., ete. 

IN striving to ‘‘ Dodge” the Mormon ques- 
tion, while riding in a stage the other day, at 
Washington, Hutchins, of the Post, was un- 
expectedly deprived of his argumentative 
equilibrium by a severe gale (‘*Gail Hamil- 
ton”) of consummate sarcasm, which is now 
meandering the rounds of the press. 

MANY a new ‘‘ page” in the Senate Cham- 
bers at Albany and Washington is now being 
mercilessly ‘‘ turned over” by countless less 
favored, non-appointed applicants for similar 
positions. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS, 

E. B. F.—What do you say? 

A. M. L.—We have used a part and cut a part, but do not 
wish to cut apart from you. Keep on. 

J. M. D.—Your ideas are somewhat crude, but you may im- 
prove in time so as to “catch on’ for cash, 

M. F. D.—We do not care for anything of the style you send; 
the idea is teo ancient. Try shorter articles that may havea 
tip to them. 

F. B. L.—Your article is not declined by any manner of 
means, but we should like to have an interview with you be- 
fore inserting it. 

C. W. WALLACE.—“‘ I see you occasionally give hints to farm- 
ers; how should beans be planted?’ There are several ways 
of planting them. Boys usually plant them with a bean-blower. 
They can also be planted in front of a grocery store. Some 
people plant them in earthern pots, with a “hunk” of pork, 
which makes them grow richer under a high temperature, but 
if you wish to make them multiply, or get them on a string, 
you should plant them in the ground. We have bean there, 
friend, 

CHARLES W.—You ask our advice about starting a sap 
orchard, and we say, don’t. A first-class sap orchard only 
does business a few days in a year at best, whereas, if you wish 
to engage in the manufacture of maple sugar, you can start 
the business right here in New York, or any other well-regu- 
lated city. All you have to do is to learn how to manipulate 
cheap brown sugar. Of course, you will finda great many 
rivals in the business, but science beats nature all hollow in the 
production of maple syrup and sugar, and you are not only 
able to make the articles the whole year around, but do a kind 
act by letting the trees have a rest. 
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THE JUDGE. 








ASTRONOMICAL OBSERVATIONS. 


He was studying his favorite book on astronomy, and 


had hunted in vain for certain fi.ced stars on a ¢ 
ored print, 


Up Before the Judge. 
SENATOR EDMUNDs is so lauded by both par- 
ties that he may be considered as the greatest 
statesman of America. Still he does not part 
his fine long beard in the middle, nor wear a 


fancy neck-tie with a mule-shoe on it, nor 


grow round-shouldered with a big watch- 
chain. He wears the plainest pepper-and-salt 


suit of clothes he can get, and in a horse-car 
he doesn’t make half as much noise as the 
young man who carries his brains in a cigar- 
ette case. 


THE design on the medal for the 306 was a | 


. . . . . | whi -opperhead. 
pelican, which is supposed to feed its young | what of copperhead 


its own blood. But that was not the 
of the Grant 306. It was that 
pelican, with its big pouch under its chin, 
can drink more and say less than any other 
bird, 


with 
reason 


SecRETARY Bos LINCOLN is a dapper, 
clothes-loving man of the cuckoo (or 
lincoln) style. His whiskers have always 


troubled him, because he is proud of them. 


x yt )O- 


Ex-SENATOR (now Mayor) W. 
Wuyte, of Baltimore, is a very stiff, dignified 
man, who affects the swell style of the highah 
culchoore of Maryland. Conkling once asked 
him what he thought of being shaved after a 
negro (Bruce). ‘‘Inmy part of the country,” 
said Whyte, ‘‘a gentleman is supposed to 
shave himself.” 


PINCKNEY | 








the | 





SENATOR WINDOM is not to be without oppo- | 


sition in Minnesota. He 1s a round-limbed, 
round-faced man, a sort of cross between G. 
W. Childs and the late Mr. Forney in appear- 


ance. 


He has a half ‘‘ what-d’ye-say” man- | 
ner which does not appear in his pictures, is 


When something he ste} ped on caused him to ji l all 
the missi wg ones an l twenty or thirty new ¢ 


quite a man of the world, and, like Forney, 





tosses his hat just a bit saucily on the side of | 


his head, which swings with a little freedom 
when he walks, 


Mr. DonaLpD G. MITCHELL once made the 


sentimental young men and women of Amer- 
c ‘ 


ica mad over his Dreams and his Reveries. 
In boyhood he was delicate. He is one of 
the best writers of English now living. 
‘“My Farm of Edgewood” is a splendid piece 
of writing. He is large 
bling Rev. Dr. Schenck. 


and plump, resem- 
His cheeks are rud- 


dy. His temper is bad. His marriage gave 
him Southern influences, and he was some- 


He likes to fold his 
and He built a picturesque 
house from stones which he found on his own 
farm near New Haven. 


arms muse, 


style of writing is the opposite to his rugged- 
ness of self-regard. 


JAY CHARLTON. 
FLATS love flattery. 


WHEN your son is so bad that you are 
ashamed of his actions on the streets, hide 
him in a wood-shed. 


ALL druggists are not fools, although some 
of them bray in a mortar. 

Ir Tennyson keeps on writing ‘‘ charges ” 
he will give more credit than he receives. 


SWINBURNE says that around the old maid | 


there is always something misty. Of course. 


She is the maid of the missed. 


Don CONKLING will not don the ermine. 


Most tramps have a good deal of song 
fraud. 

Says a preacher: ‘‘ Even on the last day 
you shall not escape criticism.” Of course 
not. Probably Gabriel himself will make a 
trumped up charge. 


AN artesian well in Rhode Island has been 
abandoned for want of a sinking fund. 


THE man whose photograph is in the 
rogues’ gallery does not feel stuck up. 





THE devil fish has tentacles. And if you 
tackle one of these ten tackles, ten to one you 
get picked up. 

CONGRESSMAN PERRY BELMONT is a temper- 
ance man. 
drink, too. 


Perry is a very good temperance 


Mr. W. W. Astor is very fond of a fine 
dinner-set he has. 
Aster. 


This daisy is a China 


A FRIEND of the President says that Mrs. 
Hayes, with her cold water pitcher and 
her hideous three-thousand-dollar chinaware, 
bought at the expense of the Government, rar 
one administration, and that is enough for 
any woman, 


‘* CROWNER’S quests ” are so frequently held 
in taverns that they are called inn-quests, 


THE press is the ‘fourth estate,” and 


| therefore the lobby must be the fifth estate. 


His | 


A WESTCHESTER parent is so high-toned 


| that when he cuts a switch from a birch tree 


His sweet, delicious | 





and motions his son towards the wood-shed he 
politely says, ‘‘ Drop into the branch office.” 

JUDGING from the descriptions in the French 
and English fashion journals, bathing suits, 
especially on the French coast, will have more 
lessness about them than ever, so that those 
who go to court in the surf are likely to be 
somewhat non-suited. 

A Hupson county man who wished very 
badly to make a pun, suggested that poll- 
tacks meant something to nail on a wig with. 

GENERAL N. P. BANKs, the ‘‘ Bobbin Boy ” 
of Massachusetts, is still very active in poli- 


| tics; and, like the spools he used to carry. he 


is a-bobbin’ round. 





Dirty lace collars are sometimes unpleasant 
illusions. 


Mr. TILDEN is again said to be engaged to 
several Bourbon girls. Sammy must have 
made a very sour mash. 

IT was a half-breed who said that to be half. 
bred is to be better than no loafer. 

ScHOBELEFF did not talk to Paris green; but 
he made a Prussian blue. 
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“Good Old Java.” 

IT was a sunny day in leafy June. 

The green woods were bright with beauty. 

The gay lads and bonnie lasses were as 
happy as hearts could be. 

Music filled the air with its magic spell, and 
jolly feet and jolly hearts leaped for joy through 
the mystic mazes of the merry dance. The 
girls were all so lovely, and vied with each 
other in chasing the happy hours away. The 
spectators thronged around in joyous gaze at 
the charming scene. 

When, lo! a button broke and revealed the 


fact that the sweetest girl at that picnic had | 


used her mother’s coffee sack in improvising a 
g 


suitable bustle for that happy occasion. And | 
while the spectators read the words printed | 
on the sack, as plain as the handwriting on | 


the wall—‘* Good Old Java ”"—the;unconscious 
maiden, as innocent as a cherub, bobbed up 
and down, wheeled round and round, as happy 
and as gay as the lark when he brushes from 
his breast the sparkling dew and greets in 


. ° ° | 
joyous song the morning sun, dreaming not of | . ° ~ 
| budded dandelion, and ealls for his terrified 


coffee sacks nor the name of ‘‘GooD OLD 
Java.” 





Those Spring Poets. 

Marcu is here! The first day of Spring 
has arrived! The time of editorial agony 
has commenced! And the middle-aged 
female, who refused all those numerous sug- 
gestions to change the name of her father’s 
family, gazes out upon the new-born verdancy 
of nature, listens to the innocent toot-a-toot-toot 
of the merry birds, scents the savory inspira- 
tions of the pure atmosphere—then grasps, 
with long, skinny fingers, the handle of her 
favorite stub pen, and stains the unfortunate 
note-paper with the following: 

O maiden Spring! as pure as woman, maiden! 

Thy children are the leaves and flowers divine! 
Thou with maternal verdancy art laden; 

Thy charms too great for man—and so are mine. 

And the festive bachelor of forty hears once 
more the soft voice of her whom he loved—(but 
she loved not)—sees in the gladsome aspect 
of joyful nature the joys that might have been 
—(but they weren’t)—feels upon his rough 
chin the balmy breath of the untainted 
season. Well! this is the consequence!— 

O bacheloric season of the year! 
False Winter with malarial cold is past; 
Thanks be to Thee that she got on her ear, 
And left me quite unmarried at the last. 

And Grosvenor’s disciple gazes _ senti- 
mentally at the elevated sun—flowering oute 
upon the restful earth, seems to soar on am- 
bitious wings to where the school-boy flies the 
penny kite amidst the ethereal fleeces of the 
lamb-like clouds—and transmits the following 
to manuscript: 

My soul soars aloft like a half-dollar kite, 
While Patience has hold of the string; 

Like the loveliness, pure, of zsthetical light 
Is the quite gaudy, leonine Spring. 

And rheumatic old grandpapa rubs the 
Winter’s cold from his gout-affected limbs, 
succumbs to the Arabian charm of the at- 
mosphere, quaffs his eleven o’clock toddy 
through the too-tonical stem of a newly 

















FIELD SPORI?. 


Brown qoes out for a day's shooting, taking his lunch 
alongin his jacket po ket, and is Follows d by all 
the vagrant dogs in the village. 


secretary to mail this to His Honor, THE 
JUDGE: 
I’m a four-score-and-ten old gent— 
That is, in Winter, you know; 
Ethereal Spring is a glorious thing, 
For the gout and the rheumatiz go. 

But the Editor retires quickly from the 
breezy air, telephones for a body-guard and 
ten extra paper baskets, swears (that is, wants 
to swear) at the trembling form of the fast 
approaching mail-carrier, throws subscription 
checks and contributed manuscripts indis- 
criminately into ¢he waste-paper baskets, 
calls in vain upon the Goddess of Cranks to 
favor him with a pass to the Insane Asylum, 
swallows a soup-spoon full of poison, and, 
while longingly waiting for death to end his 
sufferings, adds the following to the last page 
of his will: 

Most willingly now I yield up my life, 
My vital sensations and reasons, 

My labored-for wealth, my children and wife, 
Provided the grave has no seasons. 

Oh, Editor’s Refuge! Most blessed of bowers! 
Oh, waited-for hole in the ground! 

Fair spot without atmosphere, blue sky or flowers, 
And with not a Spring poet around! 

Receive now my soul! O wondrous Review, 

Let Spring go to h—! I'll contribute to you. 


—THOMAS COMEDIUS, 








THE political rod« Aaron A. Sargent did 
not blossom in full cabinet fruition, it is true, 
but the healthy bud of a foreign mission 1s not 
to be despised. Had it yielded only a Cali- 
fornia post-office, it is safe to presume that the 
soul of Aaron, though triflingly dejected by 
disappointment, would have managed to con 
tent itself somehow. Even a pair of old 
pantaloons, as a dernier resort, might have 
borne healing in their seat. 





Wuat’s ina name? Evidently all that our 
lucky young Secretary of War possesses. 


Sian of a cool summer: The announcement 
that Mr. Charles Francis Adams will not spend 
the coming season abroad. 


Seeing his surroundings, in a moment of terror he 
takes to a tree, and the hungry dogs go for the 


lunch. 


ONE might suppose—and not be so very far 
out of the way, either—that the French title 
of Chevalier @ Industrie took its origin from 
the concern just brought into notice through 
the South American imbroglio, and styling it- 
self the Credit Industriel. The terms fit each 
other in more ways than one. 





OF PUBLIC INTEREST. 
QUACKS, ADVENTURERS, AND IMPOSTORS. 


When the world was in its infancy, rocking in the cradle of 
superstition, so-called medical pretentious jugglers and quacks 
infested the world to its detriment. This state continued until 
education and the general dissemination of knowledge deci 
mated their ranks. To-day, living in an atmosphere of civiliza- 
tion, we are beset and surrounded by a new class of adyentur- 





ers, charlatans, and ignorant impostors, whose excellent 
know:edge of human nature leads them to humbug the publi 
in the most extraordinary and shameful manner, chief among 
Which may be named stomach and liver appliances, and a 
large class of electric and magnetic humbugs. 

These adventurers attempt to make the public believe that by 
the union of two antagonistic metals an electric current is pro 
ducible; that electricity is generated by magnetizing a piece of 
iron sufficiently to sway a compass. Thousands believe such 
stupid nonsense. Ask any electrician, specialist, or scientist 
and he will quickly inform you how great is the imposition, It 
is somewhat singular to believe that intelligent persons are 
misled by these stupid toys and charms, under the sentimental 
idea that “ electricity is life’? Electricity is a powerful restor- 
ative agent gvhen produced and applied scientifically by an 
expert electrician, not otherwise. 

Family remedies have been and still are an absolute necessi- 
ty in the household. A vast proportion of the world’s popula- 
tion is ey or less inaccessible to medical practitioners, and 
this, unfed with the necessities of others to provide themselves 
with inexpensive yet reliable medicines, has created and en- 
couraged the production of simple household specifics, to be 
employed in an emergency or in an urgent case until the ar- 
rival of the family physician. These statements neing essen- 
tially true, the strongest possible protection for the public is 
to have such medicines prepared by skillful and conscientious 
pharmacists, educated in the science of medicine, rather than 
to accept worthless and injurious compounds or nostrums, put 
together by persons who are as ignorant of the first principles 
of materia medica as they are of therapeutics, 





BENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER 


is pre-eminently an article of extraordinary merit. and after a 
trial of ten years is pronounced to be the best family medicine 
for external use Be grit They are founded on true 
medical skill, and will positively cure ailments that other 
active medicinal articles fail even to relieve. Without excep- 
tion it is the safest, neatest, cleanest and cheapest medicinal 
article ever compounded. KENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER is a 
pharmaceutical preparation of the highest order of merit, in- 
dorsed and recommended by 


OVER 5,000 PHYSICIANS, PHARMACISTS, DRUGGISTS, AND CHEM- 


ISTS 


as being more effective than, and superior to, any other porous 
plaster, liniment, medicated oil, salve, ointment, or lotion. Jt 
is in no sense a nostrum or patent medicine. When suffer- 
ing from any ailment for which external remedies are useful, 
one trial will convince the most skeptical of the superior merit 
of BENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER. 

The genuine have the word C-A-P-C-I-N-E cut in the center 
of the plaster, without which they are spurious. Any pharma- 
cist or druggist will supply you. Price, 25 cents, 


SEABURY & JOHNSON, 
Pharmaceutical Chemists, New York. 


Highest awards—medals-at International Expositions.— 
Advertisement. 








$1.000 REWARD for a perfume like Read’s GRAND 
' DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At 
lanta; also The World's Fair, and was pronounced the best in 


the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor. It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers. 
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THE JUDGE. 











No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


I” STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 











THE HATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES, 
Foreign Novelties. 
QUALITY — THE BEST!! 2: 





Agents for the sale of these remarkable JE _ AX ""S&§ can be found in every city in the United States. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 
None genuine without the trademark. 








= ie 


JAMES M. BELL & CO., 
31 Broadway, New York. 


Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)............eceeeceeees 86.00 





Billiard Tables. 





The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, has 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. New 
and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowegt prices. 


THE H.W. COLLENDER CoO. 


768 B'WAY, New York. |84486 STATE ST., Chi. 
241 TREMONT ST., Boston. | 15S. 5TH ST., St. Louis. 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE. 


The Wilson Patent 


ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 
With Thirty Changes of Positions 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair. 
Child’s Crib, Bed or Lounge 
combining beauty, lightness 
strength, simplicity, and com 





fort. Everything to an exact 
science. Orders by mail 
promptly attended to. Goods 


shipped to any address C, 0. D. 
Send stamp for Ilustrated Cir- 
READING POSITION. cular; quote THE JUDGE. 
Address The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’f'g Co., 

661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 








WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You CAN BUY A WHOLE 
IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY 


GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize, 
as there are NO BLANKS. 


THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 

200,000 FLORINS, 
60,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 

And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 
130 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


Ist of APRIL, 1882. 


And every bond bought of us on or before the Ist of April is 
entitled to the whole premium that may 
be drawn thereon on that date. 
Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclos- 
ing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


-INTERNATIONAL BANKING (O,, 
No. 150 Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 


N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in Tue JupGer. 

@%.. The ahove Government Bonds are not to be compared 
with any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of 
the laws of the United States. 








No circus is complete without a beautiful woman, 
and Fogg, who is posted, says wherever a beautiful 
woman is you may look out for a circus.—Boston Tran- 
Ss ript. 

A Firm in Vienna, which has done business for a 
hundred years, has failed for $600,000. The Germans 
take their time, but when they shoot something drops. 
—Chicago Tribune. 

No laughing matter: A great deal of the so-called 
fun that is printed in the papers.—Cincinnati Saturday 
Night. 

Enter a man with a roll of 
manuscript in his hand and a book under his arm; he 
says: 


An editor’s sanctum: 


‘Here is your half column review, but I will re- 
tain the volume until I have read it; the title-page is 
quite interesting.”— Boston Courier. 


Wirn a heavy red shawl drawn over her head, and 
leaving her companion sitting on the lower step, she 
rang the bell and said, ‘‘Is this the place where a 
woman wanted a lady to take care of a baby?”—Herald 
ye 

A Cuicaco judge has decided that ‘‘ option contracts 
are void.” The decision was owing to a case in which 
a promissory note given to cover margins was not paid. 
This is a cruel blow, and we trust the decision will be 
reversed. The judge calls operating on the board of 
trade ‘‘gambling,” which has a very bad sound. We 
hope it is not gambling, because some of our praying- 
est church members indulge in it, and we should hate 
to see them barred out of a glorious immortality be- 
yond the grave because wheat went down when they 
bet it would go up. There is one thing certain, it is 
not gambling when wheat goes the right way, though 
it may be three card monte or faro when it goes wrong. 
Why can’t things go right every time?—Peck’s Sun. 











pease CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE, 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a per- 
manent, practical road-vehicle, and the num- 
ber in daily use is rapidly increasing. Pro- 
fessional and business men, seekers after 
health or pleasure, all join in bearing witness 
to its merits. Send 3c. stamp for catalogue 
with price list and full information. 


THE POPE M’F’G CO., 626 Washington St., Boston Mass. 
NEW YORK RIDINC SCHOOL, 34th St., near 4th Ave. 


“FEATHER- WEIGHTS.” 


: =——— _ $5,$6 and $7.50 


=> With neat-fitting silk case. 
——? 


















Neat, Light, Strong. 


MILLER’S, 


BROADWAY, 


cor. 25th st. 









to 
4 
7 


SIXTH AVENUE, 


cor. 22d st. 


CANES 


Walker, Tuthill 2 Bresnan 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 


PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 
201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 
CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. New Vork. 


Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Callieys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Blocking, Rout- 
ing, Mortising, Etc. 





and 

















inders for filing “ THE 

JUDGE” in book form 

FOR SALE AT THE OFFICE, 13 
& 15 PARK ROW, N. Y. 
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MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE: UPRIGHT PIANOS 


PRICES REASONABLE. 


TERMS EASY. 





Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St, New York 






























































THE GREAT 


PETROLEUM 
REMEDY 


FOR 


RHEUMATISM, 


Backache, 
Neuralgia, 
Sciatica, 


Lumbago, 
SORENESS 
rik i, 
ALL side PAINS 


ACHES, 


INCLUDING 
KIDNEY 
DISEASES, 


AND 


LUNG 


These Plasters are superior to all others and are un- 
doubtedly the BEST MEDICATED PLASTER known, 
being composed of the active principle of petroleum 
and capsicum, Do not be induced to take other plas- 
ters which are inferior, but be sure and get the genu- 
ine ‘“*Petroline”’ which is always enclosed in an 
envelope with the signature of the proprietors, The 
Pr. P.Co, Sold by all druggists, and at wholesale by 
the general agents. 


THE DOTY PLASTER M’'F'G. CO., N. Y., U.S. 











LITTLE Miss Muffet, 
Sat on a tuffet 
Reading her paper one day, 
The editor spied her 
And sat down beside her 
And wished her a very good day. 


Said Little Miss Muffet, 
‘© Your paper, I luff it 
And papa and mamma both say, 
The people all need it, 
But people who read it 
Should never be dunned for the pay.” 
— Whitehall Times. 


Gatuic Fux.—Conjugal amenities: ‘‘ Do you know in 
what month of the year my wife talks the least?” ‘‘ Well, 
I suppose when she catches cold and loses her voice.” 
“Not at all. It ‘““Why is that?” 
‘‘Because February has the fewest days.”—Le Figaro. 

Ir is when an actor attempts to make an extempore 
speech that we fully realize what a horrible effect the 


is in February.” 


scandalous grammar of Shakespeare has had on him.— 


Steuben Republic an, 


News from the army: The lieutenant was badly bit- 
ten, about three inches from the end of his vertebrae 
and twenty-five miles from the mouth of the Rio Grande, 


where he was stationed.— Texas Siftings. 


gathering at Holland 
distinguished persons 
Tom Moore compared it to 
“Or 
rather,” exclaimed Byron, ‘‘ because it becomes less by 
paring.” We think Love is not 
like a potato at all, for love is blind, and a potato has 


It is related that at a friendly 
House the conversation of the 
present turned upon love. 
a potato, because ‘‘it shoots from the eyes.” 
neither was right. 


the potato is constantly being mashed, but love 
Probably the only resemblance that love 
ever bears to a potato is when it gets into a stew.— 


eyes; 
is a masher. 
Somerville Journal. And yet both love and potatoes 
are like a reporter’s “copy,” all the better for being 
boiled down. 





E WILL hold ourselves responsible for any loss 
which our subscribers may incur in purchasing 
artieles advertised on this page; therefore, please 





The Aesthetic Fan. 


THIS Fan is decidedly 
and has re 
When closed, it is to al 


too-too,”’ 


seived Oscar’s approval, 


appearance 











agenuine Henry Clay cigar, but on 
pulling the top a yellow fringe ap 
pears, which gradually spreads into 
a gorgeous Sunflower, forming a 
handsome circular fan, of w ht 

cigar is the handle, On closin ie 
fin it gradually disappears n 
itself, until only t brown cigar Is 
lef rhe fan is strong and cor 

pact; can be opened and closed 
rapidly, and occupies no more room 
than an ordinary cigar. All per s 
of wsthetic tastes should secure one 


at once, 
Price, 30 cents each, 4 for $1. 
One dozen, $2.50, by mail 

paid. Address 
EUREEA TRIC! & NOVELTY €0., 
S7 Warren Street, New York. 


Send one, two, three or five d irs 
for a retail box. bv express. of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once, 


Address, Cc, F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


more RHEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, 


post- 











NO 


French Vegetal Salicylates, 
harmless, scientifically proclaimed specitics relieve at 
within four days 3ox, 2 *ylic substitute I 
PARIS, No. 102 W. 14th st., re ntative. Send stamp 
for pamphlet and references. Authentic proofs furnished at office 


LEGGAT BROS., 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


infallible, 











498.762 NEW AND OLD BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY. 
NEW CATALOGUE FREE. SEND STAMP. 
IMMENSE PRICES PAID FOR OLD BOOKS, 


No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 


mention this paper in ordering. 


Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 











DR. SCOTT’S ELECTRIC CORSET. 
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SENT POSTPAID 


ON TRIAL 


A BEAUTIFUL INVENTION. 


By a happy thought Dr. Scott, of London, Inventor of the celebrated Electric 
Brushes, has adapted Electro-Magnetism to Ladies’ Corsets, thus bringing this 
wonderful curative agency within the reach of every lady. ‘Ihey should be 
tried at once by those suffering from any bodily ailment, and she who wishes to 

WARD OFF AND CURE DISEASE, 
Preserve her good health, and retain and improve the elezance of 
hor figure should sive them an Immediate trial. It has been found 
that magnetic treatment makes the muscles and tissues more plastic and 
yielding, and it is argued from this that Ladies who wear these corsets 
will have no difficulty in moulding the figure to any desired form, 
without tight lacing. A tendency to extreme fatness or leanness is a 
disease which, in most cases, these articles will be found tocure. IN 
AVPPLARANCE they do not differ from the usual corsets, boing made of the 

ame materinis and shape (sce cui). They are worn the same, and fit the 
me, but give @ more graceful figure. 
— = 
The Secretary of the Pall Mall Electric Association of 
London earnestly recommends all Ladies suffering”’ 
‘from any bodily allment land those who are well] to”’ 

2 adopt these corsets without delay. They perform as-"’ 
““tonishing cures and Invigorate every part of the system.”’ 

















In place of the ordinary stce] bucks in front, and ar'‘b or two at the back, 
Dr. Scott inserts steel magneiods which are exactly tle s. “ 
length, breadth, and thickness as the usual stcel busk orrib. Ly this meanshe 
is le to bring the magnetic power into constant contact with all the vital 
ns, and yet preserve that symmetry and lightness so desirable in a good 
t. itis affirmed by professional men that there is hardly a disease which 
Electricity and Magnetism will not benefit or cure. 


Dr. W. A. Hammond, of New York, 


Tate Surgeon-General of the United States, an eminent authority, publishes 
lmost miraculous cures made by him, and all medical men daily practice the 
same. Ask your own physician. The sale of Magnetic Clothing, Bands, B« lts, 
ete, s attained world-wide success, but many who #re constrained to use them 
are deterred because they are either expensive, bulky, troublesome, or inter- 
fere with the dress and figure. None of these objections exist tn this corset, 
which should be worn daily in place of the ordinary one, and will always do 
good, never harm. There is no shock or sensation whatever felt in wearing 
them, while benefit quickly follows. Being made with better material and work- 
manship than any corset sold, they will outwear three of thos mmonly used. 
In ordering be careful _te send exact size of waist, measured beneath 
the dress, and WENTION THIS PAPER. They are all of the same 
quality, differing only in size, he material is white, fine in texture, beautifully 
embroidered and trimmed. Tt power can always be tested by a silver com- 
pass which accompanies each corset. 


4 bd b 4 
We will send it on trial, postpaid, on receipt of $3.00, 

which will be returned if net as represented. 

Inclose 10 cents extra and we gnarantee safe delivery We will send it by 
express, C.O.D., at your expense, with privilege of examination—but expressare 
adds considerably to your cost. Or request your nearest Dry Goods or lan y 
Store to obtain one for you, and be sure Dr. Scott’s name is on the corset. 

Remittances should be made payable to 


CEO. A. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, New York. 
paey —_ 7 made in Checks, Drafts, Post Office Orders, Currency, or Stamps. 
AIBERAL DISCOUNT TO THE TRADF. Agents \\ anted in cvery ne de 
for circular of Dr. Scott’s Electric Brushes. : cob pcnatanec setae _ 


» size, & 












































































THE JUDGE. 


ACTUARIES 52000 § 
STALAN HJONES 3509 
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E COURT. 





